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honour of your personal acquaintance, that, to
be a poor honest Scotchman, Is a letter of re-
commendation to you, and that to have It In
your power to serve such a character gives you

much pleasure.

The  inclosed ode Is a  compliment  to the
memory of the late Mrs. ****#*, of ***********
You, probably, knew her personally, an, honour
of which I cannot boast; but I spent my early
years in her neighbourhood, and among her ser-
vants   and  tenants,   I know that she   was   de-
tested with the most heartfelt cordiality.    How-
ever,   in   the   particular   part of  her conduct
which roused my poetic wrath, she was much
less blameable.     In January last, on my road
to Ayrshire, I had put up at Bailie Whigham's9
in Sanquhar, the only tolerable inn In the place.
The frost was keen, and the grim evening and
howling wind were ushering In a night of snow
and drift.    My horse  and  I  were both much
fatigued with the labours  of the day ; and just
as my friend the Bailie and I were bidding de-
fiance  to  the storm, over a smoking bowl. In
wheels the funeral pageantry of the late great
Mrs. **'*i***J and poor I am forced to brave all
the horrors of the tempestuous night, and jade

my